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When  the  carriages  arrived  four  of  us  went  to  the  Glacier  and  at 
its  foot  I  picked  a  great  bunch  of  forget-me-nots.  Now  what  could  be  more 
ridiculous  than  to  pick  them  almost  out  of  ice  and  snow.  The  walk  through 
the  ice  grotto  to  the  hotel  in  that  bracing  air  furnished  us  (  though  that  was 
unnecessary  )  with  a  wondrous  appetite  to  which  we  did  full  justice  after 
warming  ourselves  before  that  great  hearth  fire.  The  sleep  that  came  to  us 
that  night  came  to  the  merry  tune  of  singing  winds  and  falling  snow  falkes 
and  next  A.  M.  (  Friday,  July  30  )  I  was  mighty  glad  to  array  myself  in  that 
gray  flannel  suit  and  to  put  on  my  heavy  coat.  We  drove  off  in  the  early 
morning,  yes  we  drove,  but  the  idea  of  driving  did  not  appeal  to  me  half  as 
much  as  walking  so  out  I  got  and  walked  over  that  delightful  Furka  Pass  road. 

The  climb  was  decidedly  steep.  At  the  Belvedere,  a  hotel  much  nearer  to  the 
glacier  than  the  Hotel  du  Rhone  Glacier  where  we  stopped,  we  entered  another 
ice  grotto.  In  that  hotel  one  of  our  party  saw  in  the  register  the  names  of 
Mrs.  McMullen  and  Marjorie  Spencer.  From  there  I  dove  off  on  a  private 
expedition  up  a  mountain  side  but  was  invited  to  return  and  sit  peaceably  in 
the  landau.  We  soon  reached  Furka  where  we  picked  up  Mr.  Hogleton  who  had 
walked  all  the  way  from  Gletsch.  From  there  on  it  was  a  downward  ride.  Just 
as  beautiful  if  not  quite  as  majestic.  Drove  through  the  fortified  town  of 
Andermatt  and  over  the  Teufelbrucke  -  of  historic  fame  -  then  to  Greschener  where 
we  left  the  landaus  and  after  lunching  there  took  the  train  to  Fluelen.  There  a 
boat  on  the  Lake  of  the  Four  Forest  Cantons  was  waiting  and  we  soon  found 
comfortable  places  and  heartily  enjoyed  a  two  hours  ride  on  that  beautiful  sheet 
of  water .  We  passed  Fells  Chapel,  Vitgnau,  Neggio  and  several  places  on  the 
lake  before  arriving  at  Lucerne  where  we  found  our  home  to  be  "The  Luzernerhof " , 
a  portion  of  the  "Switzerhof " .  A  gorgeous  place  and  we  were  most  happy  there. 

That  first  evening  (  Thursday  )  we  went  to  the  Casino  Music  Hall  where 
we  heard  La  Traviata.  Many  handsomely  dressed  women  helped  to  furnish 
amusement  for  us.  Between  the  acts  every  one  goes  out  to  the  casino  or  into 
the  gardens  and  either  gambles  or  gambols  for  twenty  minutes  and  then  returns. 

The  orchestra  consisted  of  between  forty  and  fifty  pieces.  The  star  and  two 
assistants  had  good  voices  but  the  settings  were  all  so  very  crude.  We  enjoyed 
the  curtain  calls  and  the  presentations  of  floral  pieces.  The  next  A.  M.  (  Fri  ) 
we  went  to  view  that  pride  of  the  heart  of  Luzerne,  the  Leon  and  then  walked  through 
the  Glacial  Gardens.  In  the  afternoon  we  shopped  and  that  evening  Mr.  Chipman 
took  us  to  the  Casino  where  we  could  actually  watch  the  spendthrifts  gambling  for 
dear  life.  Awefully  exciting.  Made  one  want  to  be  a  sport  even  if  he  did  loose. 
We  watched  particularly  a  young  man  whom  we  had  noticed  at  the  opera  the 
evening  before.  The  next  A.  M.  (  Sat  )  we  went  to  Sonnenburg  on  a  funiculor 
railroad.  The  view  from  there  was  superb  !  In  the  afternoon  we  left  for 
Interlaken.  It  was  a  fascinating  ride  over  the  Brunner  Pass  to  Brlenz  where  we 
took  a  steamer  on  the  lake  of  the  same  name. 


